haughty scorners of any failure to hide pain, judge that
loud outcry of lamentation from the Psalm?

o

"I'm nor ashamed of myself, dear," I told her behind
my closed lips and clenched teeth as I stood there on the
comer of 4zd Street, 'Tin not even ashamed in this
supercilious society for pitying myself so unspeakably,
because you left me alone in my old age, in this cold,
dark, upset world, which is quite without hope for me,
I had only one tiny guiding light, one prop, one friend,
one adviser, one helper, and you were it."

1 stood there for a long time in my dark glasses on
the noisy corner, saying nothing.

"You're crying again,.1' she said, "That's awful Hold
k back."

"I can't, I'm simply incapable of it. Yes, I remember
the pictures of General Patton all right, and rhe things we
heard people say about them. On the advice of friends I
took a chloral-hydrate cure, A phcno-barbital cure, A
benzedrine cure. All to help me control myself. None of
them did me any good, And anyway what difference will
it make to rny condition or the condition of the world
if I use strength of mind or drugs to keep a few drops of
warm salt water forcibly in my system instead of letting
them flow out?"

"Remember," she said, "some of the lines of the play
that you're working on now, that we polished up to-
gether in Montauk last summer, Remember the dialogue
where the doctor teaches his patient that fretting and
worrying make his suprarenal, i.e. adrenal glands secrete
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